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TO  PETER 

These  simple  Songs  I  offer  to  my  Dear, 

Which,  as  the  Dial,  tell  of  Shade  and  Sun, 
Spring,  Summer,  Autumn,  passing  one  by  one, 

Till  Winter  ends  the  Year. 

What  if  our  Life,  this  busy,  restless  Day, 
Is  but  a  Shadow,  cast  upon  the  Dial 
Of  God's  Eternity.     A  little  while, 

And  it  has  passed  away. 

Past  with  its  Songs,  its  Sorrows,  and  its  Flowers, 

Oh  !  Heart !  do  all  things  fade  as  fades  the  May  ? 
Nay,  Love  is  deathless,  Love  abides  for  aye, 

And  Love,  thank  God,  is  ours. 
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Songs  of  Sunshine  and  Shadow 


THE  FOOTSTEPS  OF  TIME 

A  sundial  bordered  thick  with  scented  Thyme, 
Time  set  in  Thyme  :  so  strive  to  make  thy  life 

Wholesome  and  fragrant,  that  the  vesper  chime 
Which  memory  rings  may  have  a  tone  as  sweet 
As  breath  of  bruised   herbs,  whose  scent  doth 
greet 

The  passing  step  which  makes  such  odours  rife. 
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THE  VISION  BEAUTIFUL 

I  see  it  in  the  morning 

When  the  sky  is  faint  and  clear, 
And  the  first,  sweet,  bird-chorale 

Awakes  the  listening  ear. 
I  feel  it  in  the  noontide, 

When  fair  summer  has  begun, 
And  the  purple  distance  quivers 

'Neath  the  burden  of  the  sun. 
And  in  the  silver  moonshine, 

Where  tall  white  lilies  stand, 
While  the  solemn  hush  of  starlight 

Lies  o'er  the  sleeping  land. 
'Tis  there  !     But  what  ?     I  know  not, 

Too  dim  are  mortal  eyes, 
But  maybe  'tis  a  vision 

From  the  fields  of  Paradise. 
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TO  MY  GARDEN  IN  SPRING 

I  know  an  old  green  Garden,  green  and  old, 

Where  clear  bird-carols  rise  from  morn  till  night, 
And  fair  flowers  bloom  in  beauty  manifold, 

Jewelled  chalices  of  rainbow-tinted  light. 
Under  the  red-brick  wall  the  purple  dew 

Of  Violets  lies — dear  thoughts  of  faith  and  love, 
And  brown  Peach  stems  with  pink  buds  set  anew, 

In  trained  tracery  spread  forth  above. 
Great  sturdy  Daffodils  in  golden  gowns 

Uplift  themselves  amid  the  tender  grass, 
Undaunted  by  the  blustering  warrior's  frowns. 

"Erelong,"  they  whisper,  "Lady  Spring  will 
pass." 
And  when  she  comes  indeed  to  bless  the  land, 

Tall  silver-white  Narcissus  cluster  sweet. 
Pale  sheaves  of  fragrance  bending  hand  in  hand 

To  fling  their  incense  underneath  her  feet. 
And  Crown-imperials,  stately  sad  and  fair, 

And  Wallflowers  russet  or  with  hearts  aflame, 

Auriculas  and  Wind-flowers  smiling  where 

My  Lady  walks  adown  her  green  domain. 
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Ah  !  flower-strewn  precincts  where  my  heart  doth 

dwell, 
Oh  !  long,  straight  walk  by  happy  footsteps  prest : 

Words  cannot  utter  thy  mysterious  spell, 
They  who  most  love  can  learn  thy  charm  the  best. 
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TO  MY  GARDEN  IN  SUMMER 

My  Garden  is  a  fair  resort 
Where  shadowing  cedars  spread 

A  lattice  green 

With  light  between 
Of  sun-rays  fashioned. 
There  stately  lilies  hold  their  court, 
Crowned  queens  in  raiment  white, 

And  roses  red 

A  perfume  shed 
Thro'  all  the  sweet  June  night. 

Yes,  roses,  roses  everywhere, 
A  very  land  of  flowers, 

And  bees  hum  low 

Where  lime-stars  blow 
Thro'  sultry  summer  hours. 
Soft  memories  throng  the  scented  air 
(Oh  !  memories  green  and  sweet). 

Oh  !  Garden  fair 

Beyond  compare 
Where  shade  and  sunlight  meet. 
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OLD  SONGS 

You  ask  for  music.     I  have  none  to  bring  you 

Save  the  old  melodies  of  long  ago. 
Do  you  remember  what  I  used  to  sing  you 

When  lights  were  low  ? 
And  you  sat  silent  listening  and  dreaming 

Of  all  the  stories  that  the  music  told 
In  tender  harmonies,  the  firelight  gleaming, 

In  those  dear  days  of  old. 

Time  presses  on,  but  memory  is  longer 

Than  the  short  years  that  hurry  by  so  fast, 
Kind   words,  old    music    weave    their    spell    the 
stronger 

From  what  is  past. 
So  when  you  ask  for  music  I  will  bring  you 

The  simple  melodies  you  used  to  know, 
And  once  again  the  quaint,  sweet  ditties  sing  you 

Of  the  dear  Long  Ago. 
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THE  SECRET  GARDEN 

Where  the  Maiden  Lilies  grow, 
And  the  Summer  Roses  blow, 
Lies  a  Garden,  green  and  still, 
You  may  enter  when  you  will. 
There,  through  all  the  dreaming  night 
Lily-torches  are  alight, 
There  throughout  the  work-full  day 
Rose-sweet  thoughts  aretlaid  away. 
Soft  as  nuns  in  cloistered  aisle, 
Come  the  Hours  to  walk  awhile, 
Learning,  when  the  sun  is  low, 
All  the  lore  the  Roses  know  ; 
And  when  Vespertide  is  nigh 
Night-winds  croon  a  lullaby. 

Friend  !     This  Garth,  where  Roses  blow, 
Is  the  Land  of  Long  Ago. 
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A  VILLAGE  SPIRE 

A  red,  ploughed  field,  a  hedge  of  tender  green 

And  one  dark  fir  : 
Beyond,  as  in  a  picture  set  between, 

With  lights  astir 
Of  cloud  and  sunshine,  just  a  Village  Spire 
That  stretches  upward,  while  the  fluty  choir 
Of  thrush  and  blackbird  sing  their  vesper  chant, 
Ere  yet  the  Western  glory  falls  aslant 
The  weary  earth,  and  whispers  peace  and  rest, 
And  soft  heads  nestled  in  a  tiny  nest, 
And  dusk  and  night  and  sleep.     A  Village  Spire 
Backed  by  dark  clouds,  with  blue  fields  rising  higher 
Above  the  dark.     A  silent,  speechless  Voice 
That  preaches  mutely  of  a  noble  choice, 
A  life  that  rises  o'er  the  mists  of  earth 
To  where  God  lives,  and  counts  of  little  worth 
The  shadows  falling  on  this  lower  way, 
Because  above  Love  holds  unclouded  sway. 
A  Village  Steeple  pointing  up  to  Heaven, 

Thro'  dark  to  light, 
God  grant  us  grace  to  read  the  message  given, 

And  read  aright. 
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SHADOWS 

A  gallant  day  !  The  laughing  sun 
Played  in  and  out  the  fir-trees  tall, 

And  through  the  reaches  of  the  wood 
I  heard  the  clear,  sweet  cuckoo-call. 

The  bluebells  spread  a  tapestry 
Of  sapphire  for  my  Love  and  me. 

We  quarrelled  !     All  the  sun  had  gone, 
Lost  was  the  glory  of  the  noon, 

I  saw  no  beauty  in  the  wood, 
The  very  birds  sang  out  of  tune. 

The  bluebells  stretched,  a  sad,  cold  sea, 
Because  my  Love  had  flouted  me. 

He  loved  me  !     The  attendant  light 

Threw  golden  shades  about  the  place, 
Between  the  fir-trees'  ruddy  stems 

Soft  gleamed  the  bluebells'  misty  grace. 
At  last  I  saw  and  understood, 

The  veil  had  fallen  from  mine  eyes — 
The  shadows  wait  upon  the  sun, 

So  anger  is  but  love's  disguise. 
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SUMMER 

(noonday) 

Hot  and  dry  !  hot  and  dry  ! 
Lavender  and  Rosemary  ! 
Aromatic  scents  ascending, 
Drowsy  flowers  lethargic  bending, 
Song-birds  husht  !     A  silence  deep, 
While  the  noontide  lies  asleep. 
E'en  the  great  sun  seems  to  ponder 
And  the  winds  forget  to  wander. 
All  the  earth  is  hot  and  dry, 
Lavender  and  Rosemary  ! 

(evening) 

Cool  and  sweet !  cool  and  sweet ! 
Lily-rods  in  sequence  meet — 
Vestal  virgins  of  the  even, 
White  souls  at  the  gate  of  heaven, 
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Summer 

Sunset  glory  for  a  crown, 
Dew  as  incense  dropping  down, 
Birds  to  chant  the  vesper  hymn 
Thro'  the  twilight  green  and  dim, 
Winds  attending,  cool  and  sweet, 
Lily-rods  in  sequence  meet. 
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TOGETHER 

Heart  of  my  Heart !    In  the  sweet  April  weather 
(Just  when  fair  Spring  wooed  the  Earth  for  his 
bride), 

Thro'  the  green  country  we  wandered  together, 
Happy  as  children,  with  life  all  untried. 

Heart   of  my   Heart !     When  the  Summer    days 
lengthened 

(Roses,  red  roses,  abloom  o'er  the  land), 
April  had  flown  yet  our  Love  had  but  strengthened, 

Gladly  Life's  pathway  we  walked  hand-in-hand. 

Heart  of  my  Heart !      When  in  Wintery  weather 
Earth  soothes  her  children  to  sleep  on  her  breast, 

Still  may  God  grant  that  we  pass  on  together 
Down  the  green  roadway  that  leads  to  His  rest. 
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TREASURED 

In  the  days  of  long  ago 

I  found  it, 
With  light  of  the  sunset  glow 
I  crowned  it ; 
I  set  it  around  with  tender  care, 
I  brought  it  a  rose-red  wreath  to  wear, 
Then  I  drew  the  curtain  and  hid  it,  where 
Sweet  thoughts  surround  it. 

Fair  was  her  wealth  of  golden  hair, 

My  hidden  treasure, 
Blue  were  her  eyes  as  Summer  air 
In  halcyon  weather. 
I  laid  it  away,  ah  !  long  ago  ; 
The  love  I  gave  her  she  did  not  know, 
Only  at  times  when  the  soft  winds  blow, 
Tenderly,  sadly,  like  falling  snow, 
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I  look  at  the  past, 

And  I  raise  my  eyes, 
For  I  know  at  the  last, 
In  Paradise, 
I  shall  find  the  love  that  had  no  place  here — 
Yes,  there  I  shall  find  her,  my  Sweet,  my  Dear, 
For  all  that  is  good  we  shall  find  one  day, 
When  the  lowland  shadows  have  passed  away. 
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IN  NOVEMBER 

Awake  !     Arise  !     Oh  !  surely  it  is  Spring, 
The  flowers  are  blooming  and  the  sweet  birds  sing. 
Great   pink-robed   roses    I    have   plucked.      Dost 

know  ? 
And  'neath  the  old  brick  wall  the  violets  blow, 
Their  purple  gems  ensetting  heart-shaped  leaves. 
'Tis  Spring,  not  Autumn,  such  a  garland  weaves  : 
Or  is  it  Summer  ?     For  I  culled  but  now 
A  red,  red  rose  which  June  might  well  avow 
As  her  own  offspring.     And  the  south-west  wind 
Lays  gentle  fingers  on  the  mellow  rind 
Of  rugged  almonds,  bursting  velvet  sheathes. 
Ah !   me  !    ripe  fruit  and  leaf-strewn    pleasaunce 

breathes 
Of  Autumn  holding  gov'rnance  o'er  the  land. 
Yet  thoughts  of  Spring  appear  on  either  hand. 
November  violets,  roses  by  the  way, 
Speak  their  sweet  message  thro'  the  misty  day, — 
Past  joys  are  earnest  of  a  joy  to  be, 
Since  Autumn's  shield  bears  Spring's  emblazonry. 
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WHEN  NIGHT  BRINGS  REST 

A  rush  of  home-bound  rooks  across  the  sky, 

The  last  red  streak  of  sunlight  in  the  West, 
The  last  full  harvest-waggon  passing  by 
And  night  brings  rest. 

Rest  to  tired  Nature,  burdened  with  the  day, 

Rest  to  each  tiny  bird  on  bough  or  nest, 
And  u  rest  to  us,"  the  weary-hearted  say, — 
"  Oh,  night  brings  rest  !  " 

Ah  !  ye  who  walk  too  oft  with  bleeding  feet, 

Loyal  hearts  and  brave,  who  simply  do  your  best, 
Your  harvest  waits  you,  full  and  rich,  and  sweet, 
When  night  brings  rest. 

Toil  on,  true  Hearts,  your  labour  is  not  vain, 

Hope,  work,  and  strive  to  keep  your  high  behest, 
Failure  and  loss  may  prove  eternal  gain 
When  night  brings  rest. 


30 


Flower  Songs 


A  SONG  OF  FEBRUARY 

Oh  !    dull,  brown   Earth,  what  can'st   thou  give 
to  me? 

Storm-driven  snow  clouds  hurry  o'er  the  sky, 
The  robin  pipes  a  plaintive  melody, 

The  wind  makes  answer  with  a  sobbing  sigh. 
Oh  !    dull,  brown  Earth,  what   can'st    thou  give 

to  me  ? 

t 

I  bring  thee  Hope,  oh  !  weary  Heart  and  sad, 
The  Snowdrop  bells  lie  silver  on  my  breast, 

They  ring  the  chime  of  Spring  in  music  glad  ; 
Life  is  awaking  from  her  Winter's  rest. 

I  give  thee  Hope,  oh  !  weary  Heart  and  sad. 

I  bring  thee  Joy  to  cheer  thy  daily  way, 

E'en    now  green  spikes  are    thrusting  through 
the  sod 
And  golden  sheaves  of  daffodils  one  day 

Will  bow  their  heads  in  thankfulness  to  God. 
I  give  thee  Joy  to  cheer  thy  daily  way. 
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I  bring  thee  Love,  best  gift  that  hearts  can  know. 

Learn  from   sweet   odours,  where,  'mid    green 
leaves  set, 
The  purple-chaliced  Violets  cluster  low, 

Love  is  a  never-failing  amulet. 
I  give  thee  Love,  best  gift  that  hearts  can  know. 
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WARRIORS 

Seven  hundred  gallant  hearts 

Standing  in  a  stately  line ; 
Seven  hundred  sturdy  heads 

Helmeted  in  golden-shine. 
All  around  are  thrusting  spears, 

Yet  with  joy  each  warrior  thrills 
For  the  spears  are  pointed  leaves 

And  the  knights  are  daffodils. 
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TRUMPETERS 

Erstwhile  there  stood  a  shining  row 

(Hail  to  each  gallant  knight) 
A  line  of  daffodils  ablow, 

In  golden  armour  dight. 
In  sooth  they  made  my  garden  fair, 

That  phalanx  thick  and  long, 
Sturdy  and  bold  they  blossomed  there, 

Full  seven  hundred  strong. 

But  now  within  my  pleasant  garth 

I  see  another  band, 
In  ordered  rank  beside  my  path 

Great  scarlet  warriors  stand, 
Their  crimson  surcoats  gleam  afar 

(Dost  hear  the  challenge  ring) 
For  know  these  gorgeous  tulips  are 

The  trumpeters  of  Spring. 


36 


THE  SERVANTS  OF  SPRING 

Challenge  to  Winter  from  the  Spring 
The  silver  bells  of  Snowdrops  ring, 
In  burnished  armour,  golden  bright, 
The  Crocus  heralds  Spring's  delight, 
And  bids  the  Earth  her  livery  fair 
Of  tender  green  begin  to  wear. 
As  pavement  for  Spring's  feet  to  tread 
Brave  Buttercups  a  carpet  spread, 
And  May-boughs,  when  the  sun  rides  high, 
Out-stretch  a  pearl-wrought  canopy. 
Deep-velvet  Moss  makes  dainty  bed, 
Where  Spring  may  rest  if  wearied, 
And  fitly  all  around  'tis  set, 
With  fragrant  scent  of  Violet. 
The  pillow  is  of  Primrose  bloom 
Softer  than  silk  of  Eastern  loom. 
While  for  a  coverlid  'tis  strawn 
With  petals  dropt  from  scarlet  Thorn, 
And  all  around  the  Throstles  sing 
A  lullaby  to  sleeping  Spring. 
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Then  when  again  she  takes  her  way, 
The  blushing  Bride  of  beauteous  May, 
Tall  Iris  spread  their  banners  proud 
And  Cuckoos  call  her  praise  aloud. 
And  wheresoe'er  her  foot  doth  press 
The  Earth  is  decked  in  loveliness  ; 
Forget-me-nots,  take  brighter  hue 
Caught  from  her  eyes  of  dazzling  blue. 
And  at  the  whisper,  "  Spring  doth  pass," 
Soft  music  murmurs  through  the  Grass, 
And  Song-birds  carol  far  and  near, 
"  Rejoice,  our  Lady  Spring  is  here." 
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THE  TAPESTRY 

My  Ladie  asked  a  Tapestry 
Enriched  with  fair  embroidery 
Which  should  all  other  webs  surpass, 
(As  doth  my  Ladie  every  lass). 

I  searched  thro'  all  the  busy  mart, 
Thro'  all  the  storehouses  of  art, 
But  nowhere  found  I  loveliness 
Mete  for  my  Ladie's  feet  to  press. 

I  gat  me  home  depressed  and  sad, 
(The  fields  in  Spring  attire  were  clad,) 
When  lo  !  before  me  there  was  spread 
A  carpet  for  my  Ladie's  tread. 

Green  was  the  web  as  Grass  is  green, 
With  many  a  sparkling  jewel  between, 
A  scroll  of  Buttercups  was  there, 
Impearled  with  many  a  Daisy  fair, 
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Forget-me-nots  all  wet  with  dew, 
Lay  in  a  wreath  of  turquoise  blue, 
And  all  about  the  Sun  had  made 
A  diaper  of  light  and  shade. 

My  Ladie  saw  my  tapestry, 
Then  turned  her  azure  eyes  on  me, 
"  Truly,"  she  said,  "  this  web  of  thine 
Surpasses  all  desire  of  mine." 

Thus  of  her  gracious  charity 
She  did  approve  my  tapestry, 
And  now  in  beauty  all  complete 
It  smiles  beneath  her  dainty  feet. 
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TO  THE  STITCHWORT 

Oh  !     Blossom  wrought  of  moonshine, 

Pale  and  fair 
(Red  campion  and  woodbine 

Everywhere), 
What  is  thy  name  ?     Sweet  Ghost  ! 
What  title  dost  thou  boast  ? 
Who  seemest  from  thy  birth 
Too  frail  for  earth. 

I  am  "  the  Flower  of  Sorrow," 

So  they  say. 
No  glory  can  I  borrow 

From  the  May. 
Yet,  starlike,  'mid  the  green, 
My  fragile  flowers  are  seen. 
So  Faith  her  steadfast  eye 
Lifts  to  the  sky. 
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TO  A  COLUMBINE 

Gentle  Lady  Columbine, 
What  a  witching  grace  is  thine  ! 
Slender  branches  hung  anon 
With  a  flowery  carillon  ; 
Fretted  leaves  beneath  thee  spread, 
Horned  cap  upon  thy  head. 
Purple,  rose,  or  golden-shine 
For  thy  vesture,  Columbine. 

Erstwhile  there  enfoldeth  thee 
Vestal  robes  of  purity, 
White  doves  brooding  in  the  sun, 
(Thus  the  ancient  legends  run)  ; 
There  as  in  a  quiet  nest, 
Happy  thoughts  may  fitly  rest, 
Peace  hath  made  thy  heart  her  shrine, 
Fairest  Lady  Columbine. 
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AN  ALLEGORY 

I  toiled  and  strove  to  reach  the  gaudy  Flower 

Abloom  above  my  head, 
So  I  might  hold  it  but  a  single  hour. 

Meantime  a  grave  voice  said  : — 
"  See  !  crushed  and  trampled  underneath  thy  feet 

Lie  Violets,  fair  and  sweet." 
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LILIES  OF  THE  VALLEY 

A  soft  green  sheath, 
A  peal  of  pendant  bells, 

And  fragrance  rare 
Though  hidden  underneath, 
The  odour  tells 

Of  lilies  there. 

Bend  thou  thy  head, 
As  do  the  lily  flowers, 

In  rev'rent  prayer, 
So  shalt  thou  sweetness  shed, 
E'en  through  dark  hours, 

As  lilies  fair. 
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GRASS 

Oh  !  the  soft,  soft  green  of  the  tender  Grass, 
Where  the  sunlight  and  shadows  swiftly  pass  ; 
A  carpet  fit  for  a  fairy's  tread, 
With  blue  of  the  sky  o'ercanopied. 
Fair  is  Earth's  garment  of  living  green, 
With  its  daisy  studs  and  its  emerald  sheen. 

Oh  !  the  wide,  wide  fields  of  the  waving  Grass 

(Too  soon  to  fall  'neath  the  scythe,  alas  !), 

A  great,  green  sea,  with  a  sorrel  crest 

To  the  rolling  waves  that  are  never  at  rest. 

Or  a  quiv'ring  harp ;  where  the  young  winds  play 

A  mystic  music  by  night  and  day. 

The  Grass  grows  green  on  the  churchyard  bed, 

A  cloak  of  hope  for  the  quiet  Dead. 

No  restless  winds  may  disturb  them  there, 

Yet   perchance  they  know   when   we   breathe   a 

prayer ; 
And  Love  shall  girdle  the  space  between, 
And  keep,  like  the  Grass,  their  memory  green. 
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TO  A  DAMASK  ROSE 

I  have  a  Rose,  an  old,  old  rose, 

Crimson  and  sweet. 
And  all  about  the  place  it  grows 

Green  hedges  meet. 
Tall  Mary-lilies  stately  stand, 

White  sentinels, 
The  mystic  guardians  of  the  land 

Where  memory  dwells. 
While  in  the  midst  an  old  grey  dial 

(All  fairly  set 
About  its  foot,  when  spring  doth  smile, 

With  Violet.) 
Marks  sunny  hours.     A  quiet  spot 

From  turmoil  free 
Where  hearts  may  rest,  the  world  forgot, 

Contentedly. 
In  green-walked  garden,  damask-red, 

My  Rose  doth  blow, 
And  haply  Angels — rose  bested — 

Pass  to  and  fro. 
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THE  SONG  OF  THE  FIR  AND 
THE  VIOLETS 

Upon  its  stem  faint  gleams  of  rosy  light, 
Deep  in  its  heart  a  hidden  melody,* 

With  plumy  evergreens  to  crown  the  height 
Of  its  tall  majesty. 

The  wandering  night-winds  catch   the  fir  tree's 
song 
And  weave  it  to  a  threefold  harmony, 

Oh  !  Heart  be  true,  be  tender  and  be  strong. 

Fair,  lowly  blossoms  purpling  the  ground, 
'Mid  heart-shaped  leaves  all  negligently  set, 

Yet  spreading  perfume  all  the  garden  round 
Of  fragrant  Violet. 

And  soft  winds  whisper,  with  the  odours  rife, 
An  old,  old  truth,  which  men  too  oft  forget, 

Love  on,  oh  !  Heart,  for  love  doth  hallow  life. 

*  The  fir  tree  is  said  to  give  forth  a  musical  note  when  struck. 
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THE  SONG  OF   THE   FADING  LEAVES 

The  harvest  song  of  the  Fading  Leaves, 

Dying  or  dead  ! 
Russet  and  copper  and  golden  sheaves, 

Or  glowing  red  ! 
Leaves  that  were  green  in  the  greening  year, 
Leaves  that  in  Autumn  are  brown  and  sere, 
Yet  Leaves  of  hope,  for  their  pail  is  spread 
O'er  the  Snowdrop's  bed. 

Bravely  they  broidered  the  Summer's  vest, 

The  fair  green  Leaves  ! 
Softly  in  Autumn  they  sink  to  rest, 

Like  garner'd  sheaves. 
For  what  seems  Death  to  our  earthbound  eyes 
Is  only  Life  in  another  guise, 
And  the  Leaves  will  nourish  the  bulbs  below 
Whence  the  Snowdrops  grow. 
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Songs  of  Life  and  Death 


MY  CHAMBER 

In  this  small  Chamber,  with  its  cool  white  walls, 

I  sleep  at  night, 
From  thence  I  hear  a  myriad  bird-voice  calls, 

At  morning  light. 
Peaceful  and  dim  through  the  soft  dark  it  lies, 

But  with  the  dawn 
The  welcome  sunshine  bids  my  heart  arise 

And  greet  the  morn. 

What  does  my  chamber  hold  ?     A  carven  Bed, 

With  'broidery 
Of  crimson  Tudor  roses  at  the  head, 

Set  daintily 
'Twixt  oaken  posts,  fashioned — how  long  ago  !-— 

From  some  great  tree 
Which  felt  the  breezes  passing  to  and  fro, 

In  Arcady. 
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Sundial  Songs 

The  Coverlet  with  many  a  silken  thread 

Is  wrought  with  all, 
As  though  a  posie  had  been  gathered 

And  then  let  fall. 
While  chairs   and  window   with   quaint  Chintzes 
hung 

Show  colouring  bright, 
Where  'midst  fantastic  flowers,  unnamed,  unsung, 

Strange  birds  alight. 


An  ancient  Table  holds  the  Mirror,  fair 

In  silver  set; 
And  all  around  abides  an  old-world  air 

Indefinite. 
Here  too  are  Flowers,  whate'er  the  season  brings, 

Violet  or  rose, 
Sweet  peas  of  sorts,  and  all  the  lovely  things 

The  garden  grows. 


And  on  the  wall,  all  wistfully,  I  see 
My  dear  Love's  face, 

Hard  by  the  pictured  mystery 
Of  Jesu's  grace. 
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My  Chamber 

So  in  this  house  of  peace  I  nightly  take 

Of  rest  in  sleep, 
Andjpray  the  pitying  God,  for  Christ's  sweet  sake, 

My  Love  to  keep. 
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PERFECT  THROUGH  SUFFERING 

The  great  world's  altar-stairs 

That  slope  through  darkness  up  to  God." 

Tennyson. 

"Perfect  through  suffering  !  "     Yea,  the  word  is 
true. 

But  suffering  is  the  means  and  not  the  end, 
Not  perfected  in  suffering,  thou,  but  through 

The  pain  and  grief.    Lo  !  suffering  is  thy  Friend, 
Who  leads  thee  by  the  way  the  Master  trod, 
Through  mist  and  darkness  to  the  feet  of  God  ; 
And  joy  unspeakable,  thus  grown  divine; 

As  from  the  grape,  all  crushed  and  trodden,  grows 
The  hallowed  draught  of  sacramental  wine, 

And  from  the  painful  briar,  the  fragrant  rose. 
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A  RECEIPT  FOR  LOVE 

Ask  little  and  give  much,  forget  thyself, 

Leave  thine  own  pleasure  for  another's  will. 
Fret  not  nor  grieve  though  others  seem  to  be 

Preferred  before  thee  ;  bid  thine  heart  be  still 
As  summer's  noontide.     Is  thy  soul  so  small 

Thou  grudgest  all  that  others  may  receive  ? 
Great  love  is  generous  and  content  to  wait, 

Strong  in  its  patience.     Be  thou  great  and  leave 
Envy  to  lesser  natures.     Thine  should  joy 

To  see  thy  loved  one  happy,  even  though 
Thou  stand  without.     Forsooth,  Time  trieth  all, 

So  rest  undoubting,  some  day  thou  shalt  know 
Full  satisfaction  comes,  or  soon  or  late, 
To  those  whose  love  is  strong  enough  to  wait. 
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JEALOUSY 

So  you  are  jealous  :  thinking  that  because 
I  love  some  more  I  needs  must  love  you  less, 

That  each  fond  look,  each  token  of  sweet  care, 
Each  tender  service,  and  each  soft  caress, 

Is  so  much  filched  from  what  you  deem  your  due, 

That  they  grow  rich  thro'  beggaring  of  you. 

Oh  !  doubting  Heart  !  Is  love  so  poor  a  thing, 
A  flagon  holding  but  a  scanty  store, 

A  measured  cup  for  each,  which  if  transgressed 
The  many  lack  because  the  one  hath  more  ? 

And  so  they  watch  each  draught  with  envious  eye 

Because  they  fear  their  share  grows  less  thereby. 

Nay,  Love  is  like  a  spring,  exhaustless,  free, 

Where  all  may  draw,  and  none  go  empty  back  ; 

Take  what  ye  will,  the  water  will  not  fail, 
It  is  the  pitchers  only  that  ye  lack  : 

He  that  draws  little  hath  a  vessel  small, 

The  spring  is  deep  enough  to  fill  them  all. 
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Jealousy 

Learn  then  this  lesson,  oh  !  fond,  doubting  Heart, 
Thou  hast  thy  share  of  love  which  none  may 
touch, 

Tho'  some  have  less,  thy  share  shall  not  be  more, 
Tho'  some  have  more,  thy  part  shall  be  as  much. 

Take  a  large  pitcher  for  thy  draught  shall  be, 

The  measure  of  thy  soul's  capacity. 
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ENCOMPASSED 

I  stay  behind  ! 
While  others  face  the  strife, 
And  taste  the  fulness  of  a  strenuous  life. 
And  sometimes  I  have  feared  that  I  may  be 
As  withered  leaf  upon  a  fruitful  tree. 
For  I  am  in  a  walled  enclosure  set, 
I  may  not  share  the  triumph  or  the  fret 

Which  others  find. 

Yet  I  am  still  ! 
For  there  hath  come  to  me 
A  whisper  from  the  far  eternity, — 
"  Live  thy  life  truly,  though  thy  sphere  is  small, 
A  large  life  is  not  granted  unto  all. 
Make  thou  thy  compassed  garth  a  resting-place, 
Where  weary  hearts  may  gather  strength  and  grace. 
So  never  need'st  thou  fear  to  fall  behind, 
For  full  fruition  every  soul  shall  find 

That  doth  God's  will." 
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WHEREFOR 

Why  are  some  paths  all  sunshine, 

While  others  seem  all  shade  ? 
The  one  aglow  with  roses, 

The  other  cypress  laid. 
Some  lead  thro'  flower-decked  meadows, 

O'er  velvet  pastures  wide, 
And  some  wind,  steep  and  painful, 

The  rugged  mountain  side. 

Child,  One  hath  set  our  footsteps 

Upon  the  upward  way, 
He  ordereth  shade  or  sunshine 

To  school  us  day  by  day. 
Fear  not,  but  take  in  meekness 

The  portion  he  hath  given, 
The  path  by  which  he  leads  us 

Must  surely  end  in  Heaven. 
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Sundial  Songs 

So  when  our  weary  footsteps 

Have  won  the  goal  at  last, 
And  the  sunshine  and  the  shadow 

Alike  are  over  past, 
Then  shall  we  learn  the  "  wherefor  " 

Of  the  path  our  feet  have  trod, 
When  we  gain  the  heights  of  heaven, 

And  the  vantage  ground  of  God. 
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A  PRAYER  IN  SORROW 

Lord,  take  Thy  sorrowing  Child  within  Thine 

arms 
And  fold  me  close  from  doubts  and  from  alarms. 

I  have  no  wisdom.     Thou  art  wholly  wise  ; 
Make  clear  to  me  my  life's  perplexities. 

I  faint  with  fear.     No  fears  can  harass  Thee, 
Hold  Thou  my  hand,  and  I  shall  fearless  be. 

Lord,  I  am  weak,  how  shall  I  bear  my  lot  ? 

In  Thee  is  strength.     Dear  Lord,  forsake  me  not* 

I  dread  the  future.     Lord,  Thou  knowest  all. 
Grant,  by  Thy  grace,  I  may  not  fail  nor  fall. 

Lord,  I  am  sinful.     Thou  art  pure  from  sin. 
Cleanse   Thou   my   heart,   and   make   me   white 
within. 
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Sundial  Songs 

Lord,  I  am  weary.     In  Thy  will  is  rest. 
Make  me  to  know  Thy  will  is  always  best. 

Lord,  I  need  all  things,  shelter  from  all  harms. 
Fold  Thou  Thy  sorrowing  Child  within  Thine 
arms. 
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A  WARNING 

Child,  when  the  world  seems  going  all  awry 

And  troubles  vex  thee  sore ; 
When  thou  would'st  fain  lay  life's  hard  lesson  by, 

And  do,  and  bear  no  more — 
Beware,  lest  in  impatience  thou  dost  turn 
From   the   one    task    thy   Lord  would  have  thee 
learn. 
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THE  LOST  SONG 

I  heard  a  Song  in  the  long  ago, 

When  the  world  was  young  and  fair, 
A  song  that  was  whispered  soft  and  low, 

Like  the  chant  of  a  vesper  prayer, 
'Twas  a  Song  of  promise,  and  peace,  and  rest, 

Of  light  thro'  the  mists  of  pain, 
And  it  died  away  in  the  golden  West, 
With  a  solemn,  sweet  refrain  : 

Night  falls  o'er  land  and  sea  ! 
Thro'  Life's  perplexity, 
In  Death's  necessity 
Infinite  Charity, 
Ora  Pro  Nobis, 

The  Song  waxed  faint,  'mid  the  hurrying  years, 

In  the  noise  of  the  restless  round, 
And  though  I  seek  with  repentant  tears, 

I  hear  but  a  broken  sound. 
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The  Lost  Song 

But  I  think,  when  the  lights  of  earth  burn  low, 

I  shall  find  in  my  heart  again 
That  Song  I  lost  in  the  long  ago, 
With  the  solemn,  sweet  refrain  : 
Night  falls  o'er  land  and  sea, 
Thro'  Life's  perplexity, 
In  Death's  necessity, 
Infinite  Charity, 
Or  a  Pro  Nobis. 
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OF  FRIENDS 

"  Few  Friends,  and  love  them  much,"  so  thou  dost 
say. 
Nay,  many  Friends,  then  shalt  thou  love  them 
more  ; 
For  each  interprets  each,  thus  day  by  day 

Some  new-learnt    knowledge   supplements   thy 
store. 
Love  grows  with  understanding,  while  we  see 
Each  life  in  all,  and  their  necessitie. 
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OTHERWISE 

The  East  is  rosy  with  the  Morning  Light. 

I  would  that  it  were  Night  ! 
The  Earth  lies  silver  'neath  the  Moon's  soft  ray. 

I  would  that  it  were  Day ! 
The  Sun  of  Summer  broodeth  dreamily. 

Oh  !  Winter  come  to  me  ! 
The  whole  wide  land  is  held  in  Winter's  Frost. 

Alas  !  for  Summer  lost  ! 
Roses  are  blooming,  yellow,  white  and  red. 

I  would  the  Flowers  were  dead  ! 
White  lies  the  Snow  as  far  as  can  be  seen. 

Oh  !  for  one  Blade  of  Green  : 
Ah,  me  !   whatever  Fate  about  me  lies 

I  would  'twere  Otherwise. 

Courage,  weak  Soul  !  why  court  insanity  ! 

Lift  up  thine  eyes  and  see 
How  Blessings,  thick  as  dew,  with  every  day 

Are  cast  upon  thy  way. 
Be  thankful  !  Take  with  Faith  thy  Life's  Bequest 

And  leave  to  God  the  rest. 
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FAR  OUT  TO  SEA 

Far  out,  far  out  to  sea  the  boats  are  drifting, 
The  long  sea-line  melts  in  the  evening  sky, 

And  softening  lights  on  sea-face  ever  shifting, 
Like  shimmering  jewels  upon  the  waters  lie. 

Far  out,  far  out  to  sea  the  gulls  are  flying, 
Winging  their  way  across  the  rolling  tide, 

While  in  the  lambent  West  the  sun  is  dying 
Like  golden  gates  upon  the  other  side. 

Far  out,  far  out  to  sea,  what  joys  are  sleeping 
Beyond  those  radiant  gates  of  amber  light, 

Surely  sweet  Paradise  lies  in  their  keeping, 

Where  true  souls  rest  after  earth's  weary  fight. 

Far  out,  far  out  to  sea  our  life  is  tending, 

Thro'  storm  or  calm  still  drifting  toward  the 
West  : 

Steer  straight  !  and  then,  when  voyaging  is  ending, 
Your  boat  shall  anchor  on  the  shore  of  rest. 
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OF  CHANGE 

Ah  !  we  grow  old,  and  life  is  full  of  change, 
The  time  grows  grey  and  e'en  the  Friends  we 

knew 
Have  passed  or  altered,  faithful  hearts  are  few  : 

Yet  two  there  are  whom  nothing  can  estrange, 

Our  God  and  Nature  ; — there  the  soul  may  rest, 
And  know  no  weariness  nor  love  grown  dim, 
For  God  is  love  and  all  Loves  live  in  Him  : 

They  are  most  safe  who  lean  upon  His  breast. 
And  what  of  Nature  ?     Writ  on  flower  and  sod 
Her  legend  lies — The  Shadow  of  our  God. 
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THE  MAIDEN'S  DREAM 

Methought  the  night  had  fallen, 

The  world  was  hush'd  in  sleep, 
Silence  had  flung  her  mantle 

On  earth  and  air  and  deep; 
The  moon  her  watch  was  keeping 

Clear  in  the  starlit  sky, 
As  I,  in  church's  stillness, 

Watch'd  lights  and  shadows  lie. 
And  all  look'd  weird  and  solemn, 

As  light,  like  silver  bands, 
Lit  up  the  grand  old  arches 

Rear'd  by  our  fathers'  hands, 
While  floods  of  glorious  splendour 

Touch'd  helm  and  sword  and  shield, 
As  tho'  with  purest  moonlight 

My  armour  should  be  seal'd. 
No  more  was  I  a  maiden, 

But  squire  of  days  of  old, 
The  armour  laid  beside  me 

Was  wrought  of  steel  and  gold  ; 
70 


The  Maiden's  Dream 

Low  'fore  the  altar  bending, 

I  knelt  in  misty  light, 
Poor  squire  was  I  that  even, 

Next  day  I  should  be  knight. 
So  there  I  pray'd,  "  Sweet  Jesu, 

Oh  !  help  me  keep  the  truth, 
Guard  Thou  my  knightly  honour 

From  wrong  and  loss  and  ruth  ; 
Grant  me  to  aid  the  helpless, 

To  shield  the  orphan's  right, 
And  ever  'gainst  the  foemen 

Of  God  and  Country  fight : 
So  shall  I  do  my  devoir 

As  brave  and  true  knight  should, 
And  fear  nor  death  nor  battle 

For  love  of  Christ,  His  Blood." 
Then  thought  I,  as  in  pleading 

I  raised  my  suppliant  eye, 
A  wondrous  star  I  noted, 

Set  in  God's  heaven  on  high, 
Down  thro'  the  mullion'd  window 

It  shone  with  hallowing  ray, 
Like  some  bright  Guardian  Angel 

To  watch  men  while  they  pray. 
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And  as  I  gaz'd  upon  it 

My  heart  seem'd  wrapp'd  in  peace, 
I  felt  a  day  was  coming 

When  pain  and  toil  should  cease, 
When  war-time  should  be  over, 

And  fiery  struggles  done, 
And  to  the  weary  warrior 

The  time  for  rest  should  come. 
Then  knew  I  that  no  longer 

I  liv'd  in  days  gone  by, 
Tho'  still  I  knelt  in  meekness 

Beneath  the  starlit  sky  : 
Yet  still  had  I  to  battle 

As  good  knights  did  of  old, 
But  'stead  of  spurs  for  guerdon 

I'd  win  a  crown  of  gold  ; 
And  more — no  earthly  leader 

Was  e'er  so  pure  and  brave 
As  He,  our  Heavenly  Captain, 

The  King  all-strong  to  save. 
Then  while  these  thoughts  came  to  me, 

Thro'  all  the  sacred  pile 
An  anthem  roll'd  its  glory 

Adown  each  echoing  aisle, 
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With  sound  of  sweeter  music 

Than  ere  I'd  heard  before, 
Yet  were  its  tones  familiar, 

Oft  heard  in  days  of  yore. 
And  then  the  words  came  to  me, 

Borne  on  each  soothing  note, 
And  ever  thro'  the  arches 

I  heard  them  softly  float ; 
With  peace  they  came,  like  starlight, 

They  brought  me  hope  and  strength, 
u  Rest  in  the  Lord,"  they  whisper'd  ; 

So  found  I  rest  at  length. 
Then  with  yet  richer  grandeur, 

The  solemn  music  broke, 
But  as  it  swell'd  and  deepen'd 

My  dream  pass'd — and  I  woke. 

I  woke — but  from  my  memory 
That  dream  shall  never  die : 

God  help  me  do  my  devoir 
Like  knight  of  days  gone  by. 
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THE  LIVING  TEMPLE 

I  saw  a  stately  temple,  where  the  walls 

Were  of  pure  marble,  like  a  young  clove's  breast, 
Or  the  white  foam  upon  a  wild  wave's  crest 

That  clasps  a  rocky  headland,  and  then  falls 

Repulsed  into  the  ocean.     And  within 

Stretched  long,  dim  aisles,  where  silence  seemed 

to  speak 
A  solemn  mystery  to  those  who  seek 

With  reverent  hearts  and  true,  undimmed  by  sin. 

And  there  were  arches  there,  their  might  upheld 
By  carven  angels,  with  great,  folded  wings, 
And  strong,  pure  faces,  whence  all  evil  things 

Fled  in  dismay.     And  ever  rose  and  swelled 

Great  organ  voices  down  the  listening  nave, 

Whose  sweetness  died  in  distance,  till  the  strain 
In  nobler  cadences  returned  again 

As  on  a  rugged  coast  some  thunderous  wave 

Sings  glorious  harmonies.  And  all  around, 
Above,  beneath,  a  pale  soft  incense  cloud 
Wrapped  every  object  in  a  filmy  shroud 

Of  hallowed  fragrance,  fit  for  holy  ground. 
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While  at  the  Eastern  end,  where  light  did  stream 
From  a  great  painted  oriel,  lo  !  behold 
A  shining  altar,  fashioned  all  of  gold, 

And  rich  with  diamond  work  and  ruby  gleam. 

"  Who  reared  this  fane  ?  "  I  asked,  in  accents  awed. 
And  soft  a  Voice  made  answer  to  me  then  : 
"  No   craftsman,   but    the    hearts  and    lives  of 
men 

Have  builded  it  in  honour  of  their  Lord. 

Those  snowy  walls  are  purity  and  truth, 

Meek,  spotless  maidens  set  their  precincts  fair, 
Living  in  lowliness,  and  love,  and  prayer, 

Thro'  all  the  turmoil  of  the  wild  world's  ruth. 

And  the  great  arches,  borne  by  angel  hands, 
Are  steadfast  purpose  and  ennobling  thought, 
By    which,    with  stern    endeavour,   men   have 
wrought 

To  reach  the  ideal  life  of  heavenly  lands. 

And  quivering  thro*  the  sobbing  organ  notes 
Are  doubts  and  fears  of  many  a  storm-tossed  soul 
That  struggles  thro'  the  darkness  to  the  goal 

Of  faith  triumphant:  till  the  anthem  floats 

In  fearless  trust  up  to  the  throne  on  high, 
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*  Thou,  Lord,  hast  never  failed,  hear  our  prayer, 
And  take  us  in  the  darkness  to  Thy  care, 
And  still  our  doubts  in  Thine  infinity.' 
And  the  great  golden  altar,  there  are  found 
All  hero  deeds,  all  generous,  selfless  love, 
Self-sacrifice,  and  hearts  that  rise  above 
The  mean  desire  that  grovels  on  the  ground 
Of  base  self-seeking.     All  that's  true  and  brave, 
The  martyr  lives  that  were  too  fair  for  earth, 
There  glow  as  radiant  gems  of  priceless  worth 
Set  in  the  throne  of  Him  who  died  to  save." 

"And  of  the  incense  cloud  ?"  I  asked  again. 
The  Voice  replied,  "It  is  humility, 
That  veils  all  offerings  to  the  Deity. 

For  man's  best  efforts  are  but  poor  and  vain, 
And  so  humility,  as  incense  sweet, 
In  lowly  reverence  lays  them  at  God's  feet." 
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THE  BEST  GIFT 

"  Choose  what  thou  wilt,"  the  angel  said, 
"  Wealth,  honour,  beauty,  fame, 

Slaves  that  shall  bow  at  thy  command, 
Or  rank  to  gild  thy  name  : — 

"Choose  what  thou  wilt  ;  I  can  bestow 
Whate'er  the  earth  can  give, 
Thou  mayest  every  pleasure  taste, 
In  richest  plenty  live." 

The  maiden  turn'd  away  her  head, — 
"  What  matters  wealth  or  gold  ? 

Tho*  slaves  may  bow,  and  flatterers  fawn, 
The  heart  may  yet  be  cold ! 

"  What  matters  rank  or  high  descent  ? 
The  panoply  of  fame  ? 
Let  but  a  century  pass  away 

And  who  shall  know  my  name  r " 
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"  What  wilt  thou,  then  ? "  the  angel  asked, 
"  Who  wealth  and  rank  despise, 

Is  it  for  gifts  of  hand  or  tongue 
Thy  ardent  spirit  sighs  ? " 

The  maiden  smiled,  yet  shook  her  head, — 
"  E'en  these  may  turn  to  dust ; 

Give  me,  of  all  your  radiant  store, 
One  heart  that  I  can  trust : — 

aOne  heart  that,  whether  weal  or  woe 

May  gather  round  my  way, 
Will  still  be  tender,  true  and  strong, 

My  guardian  and  my  stay. 

"  One  that  will  love  me  just  the  same 

Whate'er  I  chance  to  be, 
And  death,  methinks,  shall  ne'er  divide 

That  steadfast  heart  from  me. 

a  Then  let  my  life  be  what  it  will, 

Sorrow  shall  lose  its  smart, 
If  in  all  trial  I  still  can  turn 

To  one  true,  loving  heart." 
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Bow'd  was  the  angel's  noble  head, 
His  voice  was  sweet  and  low  ; 

"  Maiden,"  he  said,  "  'tis  God's  alone 
That  best  gift  to  bestow." 

And  the  maiden,  waking  from  her  dream, 

To  God  her  praises  lifts, 
For  she  knows  that  He  has  given  her 

That  best  of  earthly  gifts. 


79 


CONTRASTS 

Some  murmur  when  the  lightest  cloud 

Across  their  sky  is  drawn, 
And  find  a  discord  in  each  song, 

'Neath  every  rose  a  thorn. 
And  some  there  are  who  walk  serene, 
Let  but  the  smallest  star  be  seen. 

Some,  when  their  cup  is  brimming  o'er, 

Still  crave  a  greater  gain, 
And  dim  the  hours  when  Fortune  smiles, 

With  thoughts  of  former  pain. 
And  some,  tho'  anguish-racked,  can  say, 
"  I  still  can  trust,  I  still  can  pray." 

He  conquers  Death  who  faces  Life 
With  steadfast  heart  and  brave, 

Fixing  the  anchor  of  his  hopes 
Beyond  the  silent  grave. 

While  he  who  cannot  bear  one  cloud, 

Makes  of  his  very  joys  a  shroud. 
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A  WORKING  SONG 

Love  and  work  while  life  shall  last, 
Soon,  ah  !  soon  will  life  be  past. 
Morning  glory,  noonday  light, 
Do  but  lead  the  way  to  night. 
Fairest  flowers  must  droop  and  fall, 
Death  will  come  alike  to  all. 
Love  and  work  while  life  shall  last, 
Soon,  ah  !  soon  will  life  be  past. 

Love  and  work,  then  death  shall  be 
Just  a  resting  time  for  thee. 
Flowers  on  earth  that  droop  and  die 
Blossom  in  eternity. 
Gloom  and  sadness  pass  away, 
Night  is  but  the  shade  of  day. 
Love  and  work,  and  death  shall  be 
Gate  of  endless  life  to  thee. 
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OF  PRETENCE 

Is't  ridicule  you  fear  ?     Then,  friend,  be  true 

With  that  high  truth  which  to  itself  is  loyal, 
And  thus  abideth,  calm  as  heaven's  blue, 

Above  the  fret  of  earthly  jar  and  moil. 
Sham  and  pretence  must  ever  raise  a  sneer, 

As  untrue  notes  the  sweetest  strain  do  mar, 
'Tis  what  you  seem  to  be  that  makes  men  jeer, 

They  cannot  help  but  reverence  what  you  are. 
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SYMPATHY 

Did  you  ever  hear  of  the  mystic  chain 

That  is  fashioned  by  unseen  power, 
Which  can  raise  a  soul  to  the  light  again 

From  the  gloom  of  its  wildest  hour? 
It  is  wrought  of  verity,  faith  and  love, 

A  faith  that,  thro*  pain  and  sin, 
Can  catch  some  glimpse  of  the  life  above, 

And  the  likeness  stamped  within. 

When  night  is  darkest  it  shines  most  bright, 

'Tisfirm  thro*  the  fiercest  test, 
For  it  glows  in  the  sheen  of  eternal  light, 

And  is  fast  to  the  shore  of  rest. 
And  the  name  it  bears  in  this  earthly  land, 

Where  its  help  and  its  strength  are  given, 
Is  sympathy,  fashioned  by  Love's  own  hand, 

Some  say  it  was  forged  in  Heaven. 
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LOVE-WINNING 

Thou  would'st  be  loved  !     Then  rise  and  play  thy 
part, 

Be  brave,  and  true,  and  tender,  let  thy  life 
Be  white  and  clean  in  word  and  deed,  thy  heart 

A  garden  of  high  thoughts  with  fragrance  rife, 
Like  to  pure  lilies,  yielding  odour  sweet 

Of  cheerful  helpfulness  to  all  around, 
Yet  strong  as  silent  mountains  at  whose  feet 

Fair  rivers  ripple  with  a  restless  sound. 

Set  thine  affection  on  the  things  above, 

So  shalt  thou  grow  in  beauty  day  by  day  ; 
He  who  would  gain  love  must  be  worthy  love, 

Live  thy  life  greatly,  there's  no  other  way. 
'Tis  only  God  who,  thro'  the  mist  of  sin, 

Can  love  a  fallen  soul,  and  even  He 
Loves  that  of  good  which  yet  remains  within, 

Which  man  with  his  dim  vision  cannot  see. 
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LOVE-GIVING 

You  tell  me  that  you  know  men  good  and  true, 
Who  yet  arouse  no  spark  of  love  in  you  ; 
While  there  are  others,  neither  great  nor  good, 
For  whom  you'd  gladly  shed  your  very  blood. 
And  you  ask,  why  ?     Perchance  the  reason  lies 
Within  the  narrow  vision  of  your  eyes. 
In  one  the  good  is  shrouded  by  the  act 
Of  small  discourtesy  or  want  of  tact ; 
The  other  all  his  good  doth  plainly  show 
Upon  the  surface,  hiding  faults  below  ; — 
And  you  can  only  see  what  meets  the  eye, 
And  make  no  guess  at  what  doth  underlie 
The  good  or  evil.     Bid  thy  heart  awake, 
By  sympathy  a  clearer  insight  take, 
Dig  deep,  for  oft  the  purest  gems  are  found 
Full  many  a  fathom  buried  underground. 
He  that  hath  sympathy  and  faith  to  take 
Rough  labour  gladly  just  for  love's  sweet  sake, 
Shall  find  the  good  which  lay  concealed  before, 
As  patient  miners  find  the  golden  ore. 
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A  CHRISTMAS  CANTICLE 

For  the  first  fair  Christmas  night, 
For  the  wondrous  shining  Light, 
For  the  Shepherds  watching  where 
Angel-music  filled  the  air, 
For  the  glad  News  brought  to  them 
Of  the  Babe  at  Bethlehem, 
For  the  Tidings  spread  abroad 
Of  a  Saviour,  Christ  the  Lord, 
For  the  Heavenly  Multitude 
Singing  their  beatitude, 
For  the  joyous  Melody, 
"  Glory  in  the  highest  be," 
For  the  tender,  calm  Refrain, 
"  Peace,  goodwill,  to  men  again," 
Thanks  and  praise  to  Thee  we  sing, 
Jesu  Christ  our  God  and  King. 

For  the  rugged  Stable  Stall 
Sheltering  the  Lord  of  All, 
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For  the  Oxen  standing  by, 
For  grave  Joseph  waiting  nigh, 
For  sweet  Mary,  maid  apart, 
Pondering  all  things  in  her  heart, 
For  the  lowly  Manger-bed 
Where  the  Christ  was  cradled, 
For  the  mystic  Offering 
Eastern  Potentates  did  bring, 
For  the  gift  of  Heaven  to  Earth, 
For  the  Blessings  of  Thy  Birth, 
For  the  great  Humility 
Of  Thy  dread  Nativity, 
Thanks  and  praise  to  Thee  we  sing, 
Jesu  Christ  our  God  and  King. 
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AFTERWARDS 

The  time  is  past  wherein  we  might  have  wrought, 

We  did  not  see  it  then,  we  see  it  now, 
As  wandering  backward  on  the  wings  of  thought, 
We  learn  each  lesson  by  reflection  taught, 
And  sadly  all  our  failures  we  avow, 
Afterwards. 

The  tender  smile  that  might  have  cheered  a  heart, 
The  wise,  firm  word  that  might  have  helped  the 
right, 
The  sympathy  that  might  have  soothed  a  smart, 
And  drawn  together  lives  that  flowed  apart, 
We  see  it  all,  ah  me  !  with  veil-less  sight, 
Afterwards. 

And  yet  we  strove  so  hard  to  do  our  best, 

Was  it  our  fault  that  we  were  dull  and  slow  ? 
Fearing  to  speak  or  act,  it  may  be,  lest 
It  had  been  better  we  had  let  things  rest. 

And  so  what  might  have  been  we  only  know 
Afterwards. 
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Yet  do  we  know  ?  so  little  can  we  see 

On  this  dim  earth  of  what  each  action  means  ; 
But  in  the  daylight  of  eternity 
The  truth  shall  shine  in  God's  infinity, 
Where  never  cloud  nor  shadow  intervenes, 
Afterwards. 

And  then,  maybe,  when  all  our  life  is  clear, 

Our    hearts    shall   understand    how    Heavenly 
Love 
Toole  up  the  broken  threads  we  ravelled  here, 
And  wove  a  tapestry  that  might  appear 
Unsoiled  and  flawless  in  the  courts  above, 
Afterwards. 

We  touch  the  hem  of  Life,  He  grasps  the  whole. 

We  fear  defeat.  He  knows  'tis  victory. 
He  feels  the  love  and  longing  of  each  soul, 
And  what  is  lacking  granteth  as  His  dole. 

Thus  every  way  His  Guidance  we  shall  see 
Afterwards. 
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AT  NIGHT 

Lord,  when  the  night  of  death  doth  come  to  me, 

(The  dial-shade  past  recall,) 
Soft  as  the  benediction  of  the  dew 

May  sleep  upon  me  fall. 
Hold  Thou  mine  hand,  O  !  Father,  close  mine  eyes> 
And  bid  me  wake  again  in  Paradise. 
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